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The truth is that what the ordinary human being
desires, in matters of this kind, is not scientific
knowledge but picturesqueness. As long as people
frankly confess that it is the latter element of
which they are in search, that, like the fat boy in
Pickwick, they merely want to make their flesh
creep, no harm is done. The harm is done by
people who are really in search of sensation, who
yet profess to be approaching the question in a
scientific spirit of inquiry. I enjoy a good ghost
story as much as any one ; and I am interested,
too, in hearing the philosophical conclusions of
earnest-minded people ; but to hear the question
discussed, as one so often hears it, with a preten-
tious attempt to treat it scientifically, by people,
who, like the White Queen in Through the
Looking-glass, find it pleasant to train themselves
to believe a dozen impossible things before break-
fast, afflicts me with a deep mental and moral
nausea.
One, at least, of the patient investigators of this
accumulated mass of human delusion, took up the
quest in the hope that he might receive scientific
evidence of the continued existence of identity.
He was forced to confess that the evidence went
all the other way, and that all the tales which